*5Mlucb a doe 

Bene. Amort manly witte Margaret, it will not hurt a Wo 
man : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I giuc thee the buck 

lers. 

Marg. Giue vs the fwordes, wee haue bucklers of our 
ovvne. 

Bene. Tfyou vfe them Margaret, you muft butte in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc daungerous Weapons for 
maides. ' r 

Mur. Well, I will call Beatrice to you , who I thinke hath 
Icgges. Exit CMar^arite. 

, ^nd therefore wil come . The God of loue that fits 
aboue, andknowesmee, andknowesme, howpittifulll dc- 
feme. Imeaneinflnging, butinlouing, Leander the good 
fwimmer Tioilus the flirt imploier ofpandars, and a whole 
booke full of tnefe quondam carpet-mongers, vvhofe names 
yet runne fmoothly in the euen rocle of a blaricke verfc , why 
they were neuer fo truly turnd ouer and ouer as my poore felfe 
in louermary I cannot Ihew it inrime,I haue tried, I canfinde 
out no rime to Ladie but babie, an innocent rime: for fcorne, 
borne, a hard rimerfor fchoole foole,a babling rime:very omi- 
nous endings , no, I was not borne vnder a riming planner, 
nor I cannot vvooe in fertiuall tcrmesifwecte Beatrice wouldft 
thou come when I calc! thee? 

Enter 'Beatrice. 

Beat. ^ ea fignior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O ftav but til! then. 

Beat. Fhetvs fpqken: fare you wel now, and vet ere I <roe, 
let me goe with that f came , which is , with knowing what 
hath pad betweene you and Claudio. 

Bene. Qricly foule ‘words, and therevpon I will ki fie thee. 

Bent* Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind is but 
foule breath, arid; roule breath is noifome,therfore I w il depart 
vnkiif. r 

* ene. i hou naft frighted.dbe word out of his right fence, 
fo fotoble is thy wit, but I muff tel thee plainly, Cjiauclio vnder* 
goes my challenge, and either I inufl fbortly heare from him, 
oi i will fubferibe him. a coward, and I pray thee now tell me, 

for 


about Nothing. 

for which of my bad parts didft thou firrt falin loue with me? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintaind fo politique 
a ftate of euil,that they will not admitte any good part to inter- 
mingle with them: but for which of my good parts did you firrt; 
fuffer louefor me? 

Bene. Suffer loucla good cpithite ,1 do fuffer loue indeed, 
for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight ofyour heart I thinke, alas poore heart ,if 
you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it for purs, for I wil ne- 
uer loue that which my friend hates. 

‘Bene. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peaceably. 

Beat. It appeares not in this confeffion,theres not one wife 
man among twentie that will praife himfelfe* 

Bene. An old, an oldinftancc Beatrice, that lin'd in the time 
of good neighbours, if a man do not ereftin this age his owne 
toomb ere he dies, he fhall liue no longer in monument, then 
the bell rings, and the widow weepes. 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Bene. Queftion.why an hower in clamour and a quarter in 
rhewmc, thereforeisitmoftexpedientfor the wife, ifDon 
worme(his confcicnce)find no impediment to the contrary, to 
be the trumpet of his owne vertues,as I am to my felffo much 
forpraifing my felfe.who I my felfe will bearc witnes is praife 
worthie,and now tell me,how doth your cofin? 

Beat. Verieill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Verieill too. 

Bene. Seruc God, loue me, and mend, there wil I leaueyou 
too, for here comes one in harte. ' Enter Vrfula. 

Vrfula Madam, you muft come to your vnde,vonders old 
coile at home, it is prooued my Lady Hero hath bin falfelyac- 
cufdc,the Prince and Claudio mightily abufde, and Don Iohn 
is the author of all, who isfledand gone : will you come pre- 
fcntly? 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes figniov? 

Bene. I wil liue in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be buried in 
thy eies:and moreoucr,I wil go with thee to thy vnclcs. exit. 

I 2 Enter 



